our contemporary twenty-first-century world." 3 What I Did Wrong, from its apparently confessional title on, seems less invested in those "discursive strategies" as strategies,
and rather more concerned with how they endure by force of habit or flash upon the mind in the rush of memory.
But there was another, more material historical shift between the publication of Indeed, the morphing of Tom's historicized "postmodern" body into that of his dead friend Zack might tempt the reader into thinking that the novel illustrates this shift almost diagrammatically, distancing itself from the postmodern just as the postmodern had previously acted to displace, distort, or decenter what preceded it. However, as
Iain Williams has argued, the "New Sincerity" is in danger of seeming "retrograde,"
"predicated on recovering 'lost' ethical virtues in the wake of postmodernism"; it is often "conceived of as either a reactionary turn to or nostalgia for a 'pre-ironic' sincerity, or a 'post-postmodern' hybrid or synthesis of irony and sincerity." 5 As I will argue, What I Did Wrong neither expresses a longing for the "pre-ironic," nor synthesizes "irony and David." 6 Despite being committed to the group's principles, and even at one point being arrested for civil disobedience, Weir did not follow Feinberg in writing about it: "He wrote tons of stuff specifically about ACT UP and what it was like to be involved in it.
And I wasn't really doing that" (28) . As I will touch upon later, Feinberg's writing about But by mourning Feinberg in his novel, he is not claiming that the "postmodern" AIDS crisis has been superseded. His two novels do not sit on either side of a gap. My contention is that Weir's fictional representations of the early AIDS epidemic in the USA and its aftermath-the ways in which it is remembered, memorialized, historicized-offer a way of thinking about the transition from the postmodern to whatever might follow it, and in turn that the transition from the postmodern to what lies beyond it offers a way of thinking about changing representations of HIV/AIDS in America. I do not necessarily suggest that the postmodern has passed, though people have argued for its obsolescence since at least the early 1990s. 7 Nor do I propose that postmodern modes and tropes are somehow antithetical to the representation of emotion or affect. Rather, I suggest that a reading to understand it by re-narrating it.
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Postmodern AIDS
When the first AIDS cases were identified in 1981, they seemed to come out of a vacuum.
Complacent meliorism regarding public health was commonplace. The WHO had declared the global eradication of smallpox barely a year earlier, the latest in a long line of medical triumphs; as the poet Thom Gunn mused in an interview, his was a "charmed generation"
that "grew up with antibiotics," "spared" from epidemics until "AIDS hit us." 9 In order to understand this seemingly unprecedented public health disaster, many writers and theorists sought historical analogues. HIV-positive people were read through the lens of syphilitic pariahs of the late nineteenth century, the epidemic through the great plagues of medieval Europe, and the loss of countless young artists through the typology of the tubercular Romantic genius. 10 The fact remained, however, that this was a crisis with few, if any, parallels. AIDS rewrote medical, sociological and educational discourses as quickly as it claimed lives; from "safe sex" to a new versatility in the use of the word "epidemic,"
the crisis had a lasting effect on English usage. 11 Rather than being absorbed by precedent plagues, AIDS wrote itself into language and culture. It was thus read overwhelmingly as a symptom of the contemporary, a problem that seemed uniquely of its time-and its time was overwhelmingly that of the postmodern.
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While the fund of postmodernisms and postmodernities is almost inexhaustible, few of them were not co-opted into analyzing HIV/AIDS during the early years of the epidemic. Acquired immunodeficiency syndrome is, as the word "syndrome" indicates, Baudrillard writes of the "virtual and viral go[ing] hand in hand." 13 Postmodern sicknesses-among which he includes terrorism, cancer, and warfare, as well as AIDS-have their "virulence" relayed by a media that allows "bodies and minds" to be "irradiated by it may seem that such interpretations veer dangerously close to disembodying HIV, it is undeniable that the retrovirus, overwriting the DNA of human cells with its own genetic "information" via "reverse transcriptase," was (and is) figured even in the apparently neutral terms of biomedicine as a kind of metalanguage-William Burroughs's "the word is a virus" transcribed, reversed, and looped back in on itself. 15 The constant replication (a postmodern keyword if ever there was one) of alien genetic "information" within the blood of the host also seemed eerily aligned to the febrile media discourse surrounding AIDS in the early years of the epidemic, notably described by Paula A. There is also the need for an apocalyptic scenario that is specific to 'Western' society, and perhaps even more so to the United States. In "Public Feelings," Cvetkovich notes that most "queer" scholarship has never separated theory from emotion, but instead has recognized "affect and desire as the motive for intellectual projects." Citing Carolyn Dinshaw's work on medieval queerness, Cvet- "postmodern" positions within an ongoing history of the early American epidemic and its aftereffects; these positions must be incorporated and recuperated in order to resist the "gentrification" and "forgetting" that so concern Schulman, Holleran, and others.
Tragedy Reframed
First This is Eddie Socket's gamble: to use humor in many forms-irony, pastiche, puns, the camp aperçu-to write itself out of an easily identifiable narrative trajectory, even as This concludes our presentation of Chronicles of a Death Foretold. Good-bye, and good luck.
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The style here is recognizably camp, in many of the senses identified by Susan Sontag:
Feinberg absolutely "converts the frivolous into the serious." 44 It is also a satire of product placement in postmodernism, a cultural context in which everything comes with a commercial price tag and tie-in. Daniel Harris has written provocatively of the "kitschification" of AIDS during the 1990s-the red ribbon as celebrity accessory, the "marketing of compassion" that "sustains a number of flourishing cottage industries"
-and Feinberg's cable-TV punch line pokes fun at this apparently booming market. But Harris reads John
Weir's similar tendency toward referential lists, along with the irony to which Eddie Socket so frequently defaults, as expressing a "phobia of kitsch," rather than deploying humor for defensive or reparative ends. While he concedes that Weir's novel is "compulsively jocular," it is still "flippant," "inoculated against [AIDS]," and Eddie's "theatrical attitudes" are read as diversionary tactics. 46 I would suggest that the novel's postmodern poses are so overstated as to be not just self-conscious, but self-critiquing. From early on, the reader learns that the name on Eddie's birth certificate is Waldo Jeffers. He has taken the name Eddie Socket in hom-age to his roommate Polly Plugg. The Plugg-Socket gag is almost cartoonish-indeed,
Polly is "sometimes pixilated like a cartoon character"
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-or else it initially encourages the reader to expect an allegory of some sort. It has sexual associations, though these amount to little once we learn that Eddie has not been with a man for two years. His mother tuts ruefully at his adopted name: "What does Eddie Socket make you think of?
General Electric." "That's the point," says Eddie. 48 He welcomes being a commodity, and revels in his superficiality; he is a billboard, not a book. As such, he lives "in quotes," as he frequently puts it. 49 He is a postmodern cliché: nothing comes without inverted commas. He asks Polly whether her wardrobe is "entirely in quotes"; she replies that it is "entirely on credit" and "thoroughly in earnest." Everything is virtual, from the clothes they wear to the money that pays for them; ironic detachment is both habit and habitus. blockbuster and the already expected "irreversible decline" of Eddie Socket's own penniless Village artists. 52 It is, of course, an arch gesture. Tragedy is set up from the beginning, in both the novel's title and that of its first chapter. But here, Puccini's fin de siècle fatalism can only be accessed secondhand; the novel's tragic moves are simulacra, "in quotes,"
history repeating second time around as farce. Saul voices this later in the novel, musing that AIDS cannot be tragic in the theatrical sense because "it doesn't play for all these twenty-eight-year-olds to die. They have to learn about their lives, they have to have
catharsis." He goes on to think, "I guess that makes this comedy. Or maybe a tragedy reframed?" 53 "Reframed" by scare quotes, the tragic is perhaps a pose adopted by the characters, but the novel itself is also tragedy "reframed"; in playing with overstatement, and in writing to a title that indicates a genre the novel can only mime, Weir seems to suggest that representing AIDS requires a negotiation of the space between postmodern irony and tragic sincerity.
Eddie Socket, then, is a text that often itches to escape its own distancing devices;
those chapter titles come without quotation marks, after all. Early on, Eddie is described as being "trapped between an overwhelming sense of entitlement and the paralyzing suspicion that his actions, whatever they were, wouldn't reverberate" (2) . But after his diagnosis, he is particularly aware that his obsessive name-checking and quoting disengages him from others, and, ultimately, from himself. Initially, he is ready for his "Oscar acceptance speech" but not for dealing with the emotional fallout of his diagnosis. 54 But when Eddie then strolls to the Williamsburg Bridge to gaze at Manhattan and think on the words of one of his idols, F. Scott Fitzgerald, he has a kind of half-epiphany:
He stared at Manhattan, and the whole priapic length of the island glinted back at him and Eddie thought, That's it, that's the one, the dick. He gave head to New York, he thought, and it had given him AIDS. And if that was an irrelevant thought, well, then, the hell with it, he couldn't do any better. "New York made me," he said, "AIDS undid me. Who of the literary mode; but it is not "post" in the sense of over, for the work of mourning here is a continual process that seeks constant connection to the lost.
The Past is Not a Foreign Country
Tom, the narrator of What I Did Wrong, is a gay author and university creative writing The lines of influence here run from Melville through Tom to Justin, and from Justin to Tom, and both of these lines invoke Zack. One limb morphs into another, as the "arm's length" becomes the leg to "stand on." Zack is thus both a literal influence, flowing into Tom and in turn redirecting the flow of Tom's own feelings, and a body incorporated (and thus re-embodied) within Tom's.
In AIDS Literature and Gay Identity, Monica Pearl has argued that for many gay men in the years following the height of the early epidemic in the USA, mourning, in the Freudian sense, has not been possible. The rate of loss was so high, and the losses so deep and far-reaching, that there was no time to take stock during the 1980s and 1990s. She proposes that melancholia has been the pervasive condition of post-1996 queer experience; that it has, in fact, become normalized. Loss is "always already happening" and it is not easy, or even possible, for those who have gone through multiple, frequent griefs to incorporate the lost object(s) into the ego. 64 What I Did Wrong, however, is a work of supreme mourning, for Zack is incorporated into Tom. He speaks to him, and through him. Where Eddie Socket only has his "pig"-a conscience that pops up like a stage devil in a morality play to advise or tempt him-Tom has no need of such genies, for the specter of Zack is not an invention but a continuation. What I Did Wrong is big enough to enfold Eddie Socket; in mourning his previous novel, and setting up affective connections to it-limbs and branches reaching back-Tom finds a way to mourn Zack, Weir finds a way to mourn Feinberg, and (perhaps most important of all), Weir finds a way to write about the history of the early AIDS epidemic without historicizing it.
"The past is not a foreign country," says Tom, drawing on the famous opening line of L.P. Hartley's novel The Go-Between, a novel that warns against the seductions of nostalgia (203). In recounting that past, Weir realizes that
Zack died anyway, and I changed my mind, because it turned out nothing kept him alive:
not our strident "identity politics," not all our talk in the late eighties and early nineties of "queer empowerment," which we inherited from the "gay liberation movement" of the 1970s. Those quotes are not self-conscious but cozy. Irony is conservative, after all.
It's a way of preserving the past, storing your innocence in a display case long after you realize that the hope itself might have been the inciting crisis in your string of irretrievable losses. (46) Many thinkers and theorists have suggested that the particular ironies or ironic strategies that attended the postmodern have become markers of a period sensibility, and no longer apply in the twenty-first century; they have given way to the New Sincerity, or were buried in the rubble of the World Trade Center; they have been superseded by renewed sociological and cultural-critical interest in affect and trauma, or been proved inadequate to the task of interpreting the new world order. 65 AIDS, of course, continues;
we ignore or forget it at our peril. But it does seem that more recent recollections of the early epidemic have begun to question the readiness with which so many constructed it as a "postmodern" crisis. Some of this can be explained by the pervasiveness of postmodernism during the early years of the epidemic-a question of contemporaneity. More intriguing, though, is the way in which a comparison of AIDS writing from the early years of the epidemic with post-antiretroviral texts might reveal the transition from one dominant textual or representative mode to another.
This in turn might help us to re-examine early AIDS writing, not in order to historicize it, but to incorporate it within an ongoing understanding of how representations of this human catastrophe might indicate or even exemplify a shift in cultural values. In the Sarah Schulman interview, Weir expresses dismay that the students he teaches know nothing about AIDS, that "it's evaporated from the U.S. national dialogue, altogether.
It's like a theme park you can go visit, maybe, if you want to. And that's so enraging." 
